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away. An easterly storm was coining up and the
yellow stacks were sure to be ruined. Then Sister
Hope gathered her forces. Three little girls, one
boy (Timon's son), and herself, harnessed to
clothes-baskets and Russia-linen sheets, were the
only teams she could command; but with these
poor appliances the indomitable woman got in
the grain and saved food for her young, with the
instinct and energy of a mother-bird with a
brood of hungry nestlings to feed.

Thin attempt; at regeneration had its tragic as
well as comic side, though the world only saw the
former.

With the first; frosts, the butterflies, who had
aimned themsdwH in the new light through the
Hummer, took flight, leaving the few bees to see
what, honey they had stored for winter use.
Precious little appeared beyond the satisfaction
of a few months of holy living.

At first it Heemed as if a chance to try holy
dying also was to be offered them. Timon, much
disgusted with the failure of the scheme, decided
to retire to the Shakers, who seemed to be the
only succesBful community going.

"What is to become of UB?" asked Mrs. Hope,
for Abel was heart-broken at the bursting of his
lovely bubble.

"You can stay here, if you like, till a tenant is
found, No more wood must be cut, however, andmeived
